212              THE  TIME  OF  MY  LIFE
"Well, Mrs. White," I said a moment later, cheerfully and
sincerely, "you have a fine baby boy. I'm sorry they didn't call
me earlier, but everything's all right and you haven't a thing in
the world to worry about. And I've a nice surprise waiting for
you."
More giggles from the nurses. The heavily draped figure on the
table before me stirred slightly, pushed back the sheets and raised
her head inquiringly. She was Mrs. Tanaka, the wife of a Japanese
fisherman. As was her custom in two previous confinements, she
had made no arrangements for the slight inconvenience of having
another baby, but rushed to the hospital at the last moment
People around town got a far bigger kick out of this incident than
did the Tanakas, who were unable to appreciate the circumstances
of my generosity.
My two thousandth baby, also a boy, was commemorated in-
expensively on June 2nd, 1933, by bestowing on him my name.
Medicine has its wreaths of laurel no less than its heavy crosses,
but they are not equally conspicuous. Our failures, or grim re-
minders of them, speak for themselves with the voices of many
tongues, but the intimate, personal and confidential nature of
medical service is such that, when it succeeds, the wreaths
bestowed are often clad,in silent obscurity. Like many another,
I could not point with pride to some of my better accomplish-
ments, nor even acknowledge them; they were of a kind one keeps
locked in the deepest recesses of the mind.
One of these concerned the daughter of a highly placed official
newly appointed to an important public office; it was hoped that
an entire change of scene and renewed activities in new surround-
ings would comfort the sorrow occasioned by his wife's recent
death. This had left him with an only child, then about twenty
years of age, who with an elderly housekeeper accompanied him
to the territory.
One evening shortly after they arrived the young lady came to
my office complaining of what she said must be indigestion. It
was nothing serious, she assured me, and she hoped I would say
nothing to her father about it; he always worried over her slightest
indispositions. At a dinner-party the night before she showed no
signs of illness, so I gave her a mild laxative and advised a little
more rest and sleep. But in a few days she was back; the medicine
had upset her stomach,